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Chapter 1
Mr. Sherlock Holmes

Mr. Sherlock Holmes, who usu-
ally got up very late in the mornings,
except on those occasions when he
was up all night, was sitting at the
breakfast table!. I stood near the
fireplace and picked up the stick
which our visitor had left behind
him? the night before. It was a fine,
thick piece of wood. Under the head
was a broad silver band3. “To Dr.
James Mortimer, from his friends of
the C.C.H.,” was engraved upon it,
with the date “1884.” It was just
such a stick as old-fashioned family
doctors carried.

“Well, Watson, what do you make
of it?#*”

* what do you make of it? — uTo BEI 06
aTOM nymaeTre?
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Chapter 1
"cudea 3a cmoaom,
Hakpoimolm 041 3a-
empaka.

B sToM mnpemiioxe-
HUW  UCIIOJb3YeTCs
Past Continuous ans
ONMCaHMS CIEHBI B
MpOIIJIOM B Hayaje
MOBECTBOBAHUS, CM.
'paMMaTUYECKUI
crpaBoyuk  (I'C)
39.

2 komopyro 3a6bLa
Haw nocemumend Ha-
KanyHne gevepom.

B NpUAATOYHOM
MpEeUIOKEHUU  UC-
MOJIb3YETCS Past



Aptyp Konau [oiin

Perfect mist o603Ha-
YyeHUs nencTBus,
MPOU3OIIEIIEro pa-
Hee KakKoro-To Mo-
MEHTa B IMPOILIOM
(10 omuchIBaeMOro
yTpa), cM. I'C 42.

3 cepebpanaa  naa-
cmuna.
CM. Takke B IIO-

cJIeIHEM TIpeIToXe-
Huu abzaua: family
doctors — cemeiinbie
epauu.

3aech MBI BUIUM
TUMWYHOE IJig aH-
IJIMICKOTO S3bIKa
CJIOBOCOUYETAHUE U3
IBYX CYIIECTBUTE/Ib-
HBIX 0€3 KaKux-J
MpeUIOroB, IIepBOe
U3 KOTOPBIX SBJISI-
eTcs  OmpeleaeHU-
€M KO BTOpOMY, Cp.
stone wall — kamen-
Hasa cmeHa, university
library — o6ubauome-
Ka  yHusepcumema.
B coueranHust sToro
THUIIA MOXET BXOIUTh
He TOJbKO JBa, HO
TaKkxXe TpU M Jaxe
YEThIPE  CYIIECTBU-
TEJbHBIX, IIPU 3TOM
IJIaBHBIM  (oIlpene-
JISIEMBIM CJIOBOM)
BCeraa sIBIsieTCs Mo-
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Holmes was sitting with his back
to me.

“How did you know what I was
doing? I believe you have eyes in the
back of your head.”

“I have a well-polished, silver
coffee-pot in front of me,” said he.
“But, tell me, Watson, what do you
make of our visitor’s stick? Since we
have missed him* and have no idea
why he came, this souvenir becomes
of importance*.”

“I think,” said I, following as far
as I could the methods of my com-
panion®, “that Dr. Mortimer is a
successful, elderly medical man, since
those who know him give him this
mark of their respect.”

“Good!” said Holmes. “Excellent!”

“I think also that he is probably
a country doctor who does a good
deal of his visiting on foot.”

“Why so?”

“Because this stick has been so
worn out that I can hardly imagine
a town doctor carrying it.% It is evi-
dent that he has done a lot of walk-
ing with it.”

% becomes of importance — cranoBuTca
BaKHBIM




Cobaka BackepBuieii

“Perfect!” said Holmes, pushing
back his chair and lighting a ciga-
rette.” “I must say that in all the
accounts which you have given of my
investigations you have written very
little about yourself. It may be that
you do not have genius yourself, but
you are very good at stimulating it.
My dear fellow, I am very much in
your debt.*”

He had never said as much before,
and his words gave me keen pleasure.
I was proud, too, to think that I had
mastered his system. He now took
the stick from my hands and examined
it for a few minutes , then he carried
it to the window and looked over it
again with a lens.

“Interesting, though elementary,”
said he. “There are one or two marks
on the stick, which allow us to make
several deductions

“I am afraid, my dear Watson,
that most of your conclusions were
wrong. When I said that you stimu-
lated me I meant, that your mistakes
guided me towards the truth. Not
that you are entirely wrong in this

* T am very much in your debt. — I y Bac
B OOJIBIIIOM JIOJITY.
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cileqHee, a TpEIIe-
CTBYIOIIIME CJIOBAa —
orpeneseHust,  cp.
south ocean fauna —
gayna 0xcHbIX 0Kea-
Hoe, university library
book — «Knuea us
YHUBEpCUMEMCKOLl
oubauomexu, heart
trouble treatment
recommendations —
peKomenoauuu no ne-
YeHulo 3a004e6aHuil
cepoya. CylecTBu-
TeJbHbBIC-OTIpEae-
JIEHUsI  yIoTpeOoJs-
I0TCSI, 4Yalle BCEro,
B e€IVHCTBEHHOM
qyuciie, Haxe eciu
UMeeTCs B BULY He-
CKOJIbKO IIPEIMETOB.
4 Ilockoavky Mmol He
6CMPEemuauch ¢ HUM
B »stom mnpemnoxke-
HUU  UCTIOJIb3yeTCs
Present Perfect mnsa
o0o3HaueHus Oeu-
CTBUSI B TIPOILIOM,
pe3ynbTaT KOTOPOTo
BaXEH B HACTOSIILIEM,
cm. I'C4l1.

Scaedya  memodam
MO0e20  KOMNAHLOHA
HACMOABKO, HACKO1b-
K0 A Moe
ITpuyacTtue
CTOSIIIETO

Ha-
BpEMECHU



Aptyp Konau [oiin

Jfollowing c 3aBucu-
MBIMU CJIOBaMU 00-
pasyeT NpUYaCTHBINA
000pOT, CiayXKallui
00CTOATEIBLCTBOM
npuanHel, cM. I'C 15.
31ech MCIONb3yeTcs
CpaBHUTEIbHASI KOH-
CTPYKLIMSL as ... as,
cm. I'C 13.

¢ Ilomomy umo >ma
naixa HACMOAbKO
usHOWena, wmo s ¢
mpydom Moy npeo-
cmaeums 20po0cKozo
epaua, Hocawe20 eé.
B rmaBHOM mpen-
JIOXXEHUU  WCIIONb-
3yetcs ¢opMa cTpa-
JIaTeJTbHOTO  3aJiora
Present Perfect, 060-
3HAQUAIOLIETO  JeW-
CTBUE B IIPOILIOM,
pe3yIbTaT KOTOPOTO
BaXXeH B HACTOSIIIIEM,
cMm. I'C 50, 41.
[IpuyacTtue Ha-
CTOSITIIETO  BpEMEHU
carrying C 3aBUCHU-
MBIM CJIOBOM OOpa-
3yeT  NPUYACTHBIA
000poT, CiIyXKaluit
omnpeneseHueM  Cy-
IECTBUTEJIbHOTO
doctor, cm. I'C 15.

7 exaszaa Xoamc, omo-
08uU2aACy ¢ Kpecaom u
3adxcueasn cueapemy.
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case. The man is certainly a country
doctor. And he walks a good deal.”

“Then I was right.”

“No, no, my dear Watson. A pre-
sent to a doctor is more likely to
come from a hospital®, and when the
initials ‘C.C.’ are placed before that
hospital the words ‘Charing Cross’
very naturally occur to you.”

“You may be right.®”

“Now, you will see that he could
not be a doctor at the hospital, since
only a man with a good London prac-
tice could have such a position, and
such a man would not go to live in
the country!. What was he, then? A
student. And he left five years ago
— the date is on the stick. So your
middle-aged family doctor turns into
a young fellow under thirty, with a
favourite dog, larger than a terrier
and smaller than a mastiff'!.”

“A dog?”

“A dog has been in the habit of
carrying this stick behind his master.
The marks of his teeth are very well
seen. These marks are too broad for
a terrier and not broad enough for a
mastiff. It may be — yes, it is a
spaniel.”




Cobaka BackepBuieii

I looked at him in surprise. He
was now standing at the window.

“How can you be so sure of that?”

“For the very simple reason that
I see the dog himself at our door,
and there is the ring of its owner.
Don’t go away, Watson. He is a pro-
fessional brother of yours*, and your
presence may help me!2. What does
Dr. James Mortimer, the man of sci-
ence, ask of Sherlock Holmes, the
specialist in crime? Come in!”

The appearance of our visitor was
a surprise to me, since I had ex-
pected a typical country doctor. He
was a very tall, thin man, with a
long nose like a beak, keen, gray eyes,
sparkling brightly from behind a pair
of glasses!®. Though he was young,
his long back was already bowed. As
he entered his eyes fell upon the stick
in Holmes’s hand, and he ran towards
it with an exclamation of joy. “I am
so very glad,” said he. “I was not
sure that I had left it here. I would
not like to lose that stick.”

“A present, I see,” said Holmes.

“Yes, sir.”

* He is a professional brother of yours —
O=H Baur co6par mo npodeccun
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IMpryactus Ha-
CTOSIILIETO BpPEMEHU
pushing wn lighting ¢

3aBUCUMBIMU  CJIO-
BaMM 00pasyloT aBa
MpUYaCTHBIX  000-

poTa, BbIpaXKaIOIIUX
COIYTCTBYIOILINE 00-
CTOSITENILCTBA,  CM.
Ic1s.

8 Cropee ecezo, epau
noayuua nooapox 6
boavHuue

31ech UCTONB3yeTCs
KOHCTPYKUUS CA0M4C-
Hoe noodnexcauee C
WH(GUHUTUBOM fo
come CO CKa3yeMbIM
is likely, cm. T'C 56.

° Bozmoxcro, évt npa-
6bL.

MonanbHBIN TIaros
may BeIpaXkaeT Mpei-
noJyioxkeHnue, cMm. I'C
24,

Y maxoii uenosex ne
noexaa 0vl dcumo 6
depesHio.

3nech MCIOb3yeTCs
cocyarateJibHoe Ha-
KJIOHeHUe 1is1 000-
3HAYEHUST CUTYalluM
C TIoIpa3yMeBaeMbIM
yciioBueM (ecau Ovl y
épaua ObLra xopouwas
npakmuka & Jlondo-
ne), cm. I'C 60.



Aptyp Konau [oiin

' Goavme, wem me-
pbep u meHvule, Hem
Mmacmuggh.

31ech ABaXIBI YITO-
TpeOIsIeTCsI CpaBHU-
TeJbHAasl KOHCTPYK-
LUsI npuiazamenvHoe
8 CPABHUMENbHOLL
cmenenu + than, cM.
Ic1s.

12 gozmoncno, eawe
npucymcmeue nomo-
Jcem MHe.
MopanbHBIIT TJIAroJ
may BbIpaxaeT MpeJ-
nojoxenue, cm. I'C
24,

13 cepvie eaaza, apko
Oaecmawue uz-3a o4-
Koe.

IIpuyactue Ha-
CTOSIILIETO BpPEMEHU
sparkling c 3aBUCH-
MBIMHM CJIOBAMU 00-
pa3yeT MNpUYaCTHBIN
000poT, CiyXKaluit
orpenesiecHueM  Cy-
I EeCTBUTEIbHOTO
eyes, cm. I'C 15.

44 cavimaa eawe
UMA U uMs eauezo
dpyea.
Mecroumenue that
CIY>KUT CJIOBOM-3a-
MECTUTEJIEM paHee
YyINoTpeONEHHOTO
CYIIECTBUTEIbLHOTO
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“From Charing Cross Hospital?”
“From one or two friends there
the day of my marriage.”

“Your marriage, you say?”

“Yes, sir. I married, and so left
the hospital. It was necessary to make
a home of my own.”

“We are not so wrong, after all,”
said Holmes. “And now, Dr. James
Mortimer —”

“ I think that it is Mr. Sherlock
Holmes to whom I am speaking —”

“Yes, and this is my friend Dr.
Watson.”

“Glad to meet you, sir. I have
heard your name and that of your
friend.* You interest me very much,
Mr. Holmes.”

Sherlock Holmes asked our strange
visitor to take a seat.

“I came to you, Mr. Holmes, be-
cause I have a very serious and ex-
traordinary problem. I called here
last night and again today —”

“Indeed, sir! I would like to know,
Dr. Mortimer, what your problem is
in which you want my help.”

on




Chapter 2
The Curse of the Bask-
ervilles

“I have a manuscript in my pock-
et,” said Dr. James Mortimer.

“The exact date is 1742.” Dr.
Mortimer drew it from his pocket.
“This family paper was given to me
by Sir Charles Baskerville, whose
sudden and tragic death three months
ago was much talked about in Devon-
shire.! I may say that I was his per-
sonal friend as well as his doctor. He
was a shrewd, practical man, but he
took this document very seriously,
and his mind was prepared for just
such a death as he met.”

Holmes took the manuscript and
looked at it.
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name. CoBa-3aMe-
CTUTEIN TIO3BOJISIOT
n3bexarb IMOBTOpE-
HUS CJIOB B TEKCTe
GJIM3KO APYT K APYTY,
cum. I'C 10.

31ech UCIOJb3yeTCs
Present Perfect nnsa
o0O3HaYeHus: Oeu-
CTBUSI B TIPOIILIOM,
pe3ynbTaT KOTOpPOTo
BaXXEH B HACTOSIILIEM,
cm. I'C 41.

Chapter 2

' Dmom cemeii-
Hotll doKymeHm 0Obla
nepeoan MmHe C3pom
Yapavzom  backep-
6u1eM, GHE3ANHAA U
mpazu4eckas cmepno
KOmopozo mpu mecsi-
ua Hazao wupoKo oo6-
cyscdarace ¢ Jleon-
wupe.

B  oGeux
MpeIJIOKeHUs ~ UC-
rmoib3yeTcs  opma
CTpazaTeabHOro 3a-
qgora Past Simple.
Ecnau rnaron o0Obiu-
HO  ymoTpeOJsieTcs
c onpeneEHHBIM
MpenjoroM, TO B
CTpamaTelbHOM  3a-
JIoTe 3TOT TPEIJIOT
COXpaHSIETCS U CTOUT

qacTax



Aptyp Konau [oiin

mocie Hero. Imaron
to talk ymorpebns-
eTcsl C TPeaioromMm
about, B 3TOM TIpen-
JIOXXEHUH C [JIaroJioM
talk B crpamareib-
HOM 3ajiore Trocsie
Hero CTOUT Mpeasor
about, cm. I'C 50.

2 HeomaoxcHoe 0eno,
Komopoe 00434CHO
Obimo pewieno ¢ me-
YeHue cymox.
ITpuuacTtue
CTOSIIIIETO
MEeHU

Ha-
Bpe-
pressing
CITY>KUT omnpene-
JieHUeM cylie-
CTBUTEJIBHOTO mat-
ter,cm. I'C 15.
MopanpHbIii  IJ1aroj
must, 0003HAYAIOTIIIA
HeOOXOIUMOCTh  CO-
BEPIINTh JEHUCTBHUE B
CUJTy OOCTOSITEJILCTB,
YIOTpeoIIsieTCst C
MacCUBHBIM ~ MH(pU-
HUTUBOM be decided,
cm. I'C 25, 52.
3 BoL1o nemano ucmo-
puii o cobake backep-
euaeil.
3mech MCIOb3yeTcs
KOHCTPYKLIUS  there
is/are BO BpeMeHU
Present Perfect, cwm.
I'C54.

10
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I looked over his shoulder at the
yellow paper where it was written:
“Baskerville Hall,” and below: “1742.”

“It is a legend of the Baskerville
family.”

“But I understand that it is some-
thing more modern and practical upon
which you wish to consult me?”

“Very modern. A very practical,
pressing matter, which must be de-
cided within twenty-four hours?. But
the manuscript is short and is con-
nected with it. With your permission
I will read it to you.”

Holmes leaned back in his chair,
and closed his eyes. Dr. Mortimer
turned the manuscript to the light
and started reading:

“There have been many stories
about the Hound of the Baskervilles.?
I come in a direct line from Hugo
Baskerville, and I had the story from
my father, who also had it from his.
I have written it down with all belief*
that it occurred as is written here

“About a hundred years ago Bask-
erville Hall was owned by Hugo, a
most wild, and godless man®.It so
happened that this Hugo fell in love

* with all belief — uckpensue Bepa




Cobaka BackepBuieii

(if, indeed, so dark a passion may be
known under so bright a name) with
the daughter of a farmer who had
land near Baskerville Hall. But the
young girl avoided him, for she feared
this evil man. So it happened that
one day this Hugo, with five or six
of his idle and wicked companions,
came to the farm and carried off the
girl, as he knew that her father and
brothers were away from home. When
they had brought her to the Hall the
girl was locked in a room upstairs,
while Hugo and his friends sat down
to a long dinner, as was their custom.
Now, the poor girl upstairs was
frightened by the wild singing and
shouting and terrible cursing which
came up to her from below, for they
say that the words used by Hugo
Baskerville, when he was in wine,
were really terrible.? And in her fear
she did what could only be done by
the bravest man®. With the help of
the ivy which covered (and still cov-
ers) the wall she came down, and ran
across the moor to her father’s farm.

“It so happened that some little
time later Hugo left his guests to
carry food and drink to the girl, and
so found the cage empty and the bird
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the Baskervilles —
BackepBunu; Korma
damuust  ynotpe-
OnsieTcsT BO  MHO-
JKECTBEHHOM  4YMCJie
c oIpeaeaeHHbIM
apTUKIIEM, HMMeeTCs
B BUJIy CEMbsI, HOCSI -
mast 3Ty (paMmwinio,
cm. I'C 2.

* Backepeuav-Xoaa
npunadaexcan Xvtozo,
upeseviualine Heooy-
30annomy u 0Oezb0xc-
HOMY 4en06eKy.

Eciu CYIIIECTBU -
TeJbHOE, Tepen Ko-
TOPBIM CTOUT most
+  npunracamenvhoe,
YIIOTpeOJIsIeTCs ¢ He-
OIpene€HHBIM ap-
TUKJIEM, mMost UMeeT
3HAUYCHUE  4pe36bi-
Yaiino, Kpaiixe.

Smak Kkax 2oeopam,
umo ca06a, UCHOAb-
306annvte Xvroeo ba-
cKepeuaem, ... Ovlau
deilicmeumeavbno
Yorcacuol.

they say — TOBO-
pSIT; 3TO Oe3IMYHOe
MpenjioXeHue, o
OE3TMYHBIX TIPEIO-
xeHmsix cm. I'C 57.
IMpuyacTue mporen-
1LIETO BPeMEHH used C

11



Aptyp Konau [oiin

3aBUCUMBIMU  CJIO-
BamMu o0pasyeT Tpu-
YaCTHBIN ob6opor,
CIyXallluii  orpene-
JIEHUEeM CYIIeCTBU-
TEJIbHOTO Words, CM.
I'c16.

®ona coearara mo,
umo Mmoe coeaamp
moabKo camolii xpa-
Opulii weaosex.
MonaibHBI TJIaro
could, 00603HaYaIO-
MU  CIMOCOOHOCTH
BBITIOJIHUTH nen-
CTBUE B TIPOILIOM,
yroTpeosieTcst c
MAaCCUBHBIM HHGU-
HUTUBOM be done,
cMm. I'C 23, 52.
bravest — ¢opma 1pe-
BOCXOITHOM CTETNIeHU
MpUIaraTeaIbHOTO
brave, cm. I'C 13.

" on Kpuuaa, ... wmo
OH omdacm ceoé meao
u oymy Cuaam 3aa,
ecau oH noiimaem de-
GYUIKY.

3nech uMeeTcs yc-
JIOBHOE  TIpe/IoXKe-
Hue | Tumna (peanbHoe
yCJI0BU€E B OymyIiem)
U TIpeUIOXEeHUe, B
KOTOPOM  TOBOPHWT-
cs, YTO TPOUBOUIET,
ecnu Oynmer BBITIOJ-

12
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escaped. Then he rushed down the
stairs into the dining-hall, sprang
upon the great table, and he cried
aloud before all the company that he
would give up his body and soul to
the Powers of Evil if he caught the
girl’”. And while the guests stood
frightened at the fury of the man,
one more wicked or, it may be, more
drunken than the rest, cried out that
they should put the hounds upon
her8. At once Hugo ran from the
house, crying to his grooms that they
should saddle his horse®. And giving
the hounds a kerchief of the girl’s,
he put them on the scent, and off
they went over the moor.'

“For some time the guests stood
still, unable to understand what had
been done!l. But soon thirteen of
them took horses and followed Hugo
and the hounds.

“They had gone a mile or two when
they passed a man, and they cried to
him to know if he had seen the girl.
And the man, as the story goes, said
that he had seen the unhappy girl,
with the hounds on her track. ‘But
I have also seen,’ said he, ‘Hugo
Baskerville on his black horse, and a
hound of hell ran behind him.’ The
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drunken squires cursed the man and
rode on. But they saw Hugo’s horse
soon galloping across the moor, with
an empty saddle. They came at last
upon the hounds. They were standing
and whimpering. The moon was shin-
ing bright upon the clearing, and
there lay the unhappy girl where she
had fallen, dead of fear and of ex-
haustion. But it was neither her body,
nor the body of Hugo Baskerville
lying near her!?, which raised the
hair upon the heads of the men. A
great, black beast, looking like a
hound, but larger than any hound in
the world was standing over Hugo
and biting at his throat. And as they
looked the beast tore the throat out
of Hugo Baskerville, as it turned its
blazing eyes upon them, the men
shrieked with fear and rode, still
screaming, across the moor. One, it
is said, died that very night of a
heart attack, and the others were
broken men for the rest of their days.

“Such is the story, my sons, of
the hound which has plagued the
family ever since'®. Many deaths in
the family have been unhappy, sud-
den, bloody, and mysterious. My sons,
I ask you, and I advise you not to
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HEHO 3TO YCJIOBUE.
Ecnu Bcg cutyarnus
B HACTOSIIIIEM, TO B
YCJIOBHOM  Tpenjio-
KEHUHM WCITONIb3YeT-
cs1 Present Simple, a
B mtaBHOM — Future
Simple, cm. TC 59.
A ecim Bcs cUTya-
LIMS1 B MIPOIILJIOM, KaK
3M1ECh, TO B yCJIOBHOM
MpenoXkXeHnd BMe-
cro Present Simple
ucnosab3yetcs:  Past
Simple, a B Ir1aBHOM
MpenjoXeHuu BMe-
cro Future Simple —
Future-in-the-Past.
$um caedyem cny-
cmums Ha Heé cobak.
MonanbHBIN  T1aros
should BeIpaxaeT co-
BeT, cm. I'C 27.

’ Kpuuwa  KomlOXam,
4mo OHU  004XHCHDL
ocedaambv €20 10-
waoe.

[Ipnyactue HacTosI-
LLIETO BPEMEHU Crying
C 3aBUCHUMBIMU CJIO-
BaMM 00pa3yeT IpHu-

YaCTHBIN obopor,
BbIpaXxaroluii  co-
MyTCTBYIOIIME  00-
CTOSITEJILCTBA,  CM.

Ircis.
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Aptyp Konau [oiin

MopanbHbIi  TAr0N
should BrIpaxaet co-
Bet, cm. ['C 27.

10 Jlaé cobaxam naa-
mox desywiku, oH ny-
cmua ux no caedy, u
OHU Opocuauce npov
no 6oaomy.
IIpuyactue HacToOsI-
1LIETO BPEMEHMU giving
C 3aBHCHMBIMM CJIO-
BaMu 0OpasyeT IMpu-
YaCTHBINA 000poT,
cayXaimuii - obcTo-
SITeJIbCTBOM  O0Opasa
nevictBust, cM. ['C 15.
IMocnenHsisi  4acTh
3TOro CJIOKHOTO
MpenjoXeHus  Ha-
YUHAETCS ¢ Hapeuust
off, 1 TOJIBKO IOTOM
CTOSIT TIOJIeKAIIee U
cKaszyeMoe. DTo cIie-
LIMATbHBIA  TIpUEM,
YIOTpeOIsieMblid TS
MpPUBJICUYCHUsI BHU-
MaHUs YUTATENS MU
cJyliaresst K Kakou-
TO YacTu TMpemioxe-
HUS W TSI TpUJAHUS
MPENJIOKEHUIO IMO-
LIMOHAJILHOM OKpa-
cku, cM. I'C 48.

" umo 6vLa0 coeaano.
OT1o dopma cTpama-
TebHOTO 3ayiora Past
Perfect, cm. I'C 50.
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cross the moor in those dark hours
when the powers of evil are the
strongest.”

When Dr. Mortimer had finished
reading this unusual story he looked
at Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

“Well?” said he. “Do you find it
interesting?”

“To a collector of fairy tales.”




Chapter 3
Sir Charles’s Death

Dr. Mortimer drew a folded news-
paper! out of his pocket.

“Now, Mr. Holmes, we will give
you something more recent. This is
the paper from Devonshire of May
14th of this year. It is a short ac-
count of the death of Sir Charles
Baskerville which occurred a few days
before that date.”

My friend’s expression became
interested. Our visitor began:

“The recent sudden death of Sir
Charles Baskerville has struck every
one in the county. Though Sir Charles
had lived at Baskerville Hall for a
short period, his good character and
generosity had won the love and re-
spect of all who knew him. In these
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2 meao Xvroco ba-
cKepeuasi, Jaedxcaujee
PA0oM ¢ Hell

CM. TaKxe B Clledy-
IOlEM  MPEeIoXe-
Huu: beast, looking
like a hound — 36epeb,
noxoxcuii Ha cobaKy.

IIpuyacTusa HacTosI-
IIETO BpeMeHU [ying
u looking ¢ 3aBucu-
MBIMH CJIOBaMHU 00-
pa3yloT TIPUYACTHBIE
000pOTHI, CIyXalluie
OIpeae/ICHUSIMU  CY-
LIECTBUTEbHBIX body
u beast, cm. I'C 15.

13 komopaa npecae-
dosana cemvlo ¢ mex
nop.

B stom mnpemnoxe-
HUM  UCIIOJIb3YyeTCs
Present Perfect mmsa
o0o3HaYeHUs Oeii-
CTBUsI, HaYaBIIIErocs
B TMPOUUIOM M TPO-
TOJDKAIOIIETOCST  JI0
HACTOSIIIIETO BpeMe-
a1, cMm. I'C 41.

Chapter 3
! ceépnymas 2azema
IIpryactue po-
IIENIIEro  BpEeMEHM
folded ctout mepen
CYIIEeCTBUTEIbHBIM
newspaper M SIBJISIET-
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Aptyp Konau [oiin

cs ero ompeaeicHU-
eM, cMm. I'C 16.

2 Kkomopolii cmoe 3a-
pabomamb c60é coo-
CMeeHHoe coCmosHue
U 6EPHYMbCA C HUM,
umoobv.  6OCCMAHO-
eumv pyxmyeuiee ée-
audue ceoell cemol.
Broipaxkenue fo be
able to 6mu3ko TIO
3HAYEHUIO MOIaJb-
HOMY TIJ1arojly can u
O3HayaeT  Ccrnocoo-
HOCTh CHeJaTh 4TO-
TO B KOHKPETHOM
ciyyae.

To restore — uHDU-
HUTUB 1eau, cM. I'C
52.

IIpuuactue mpo-
IEeNIero BpeMeHU
fallen cTout mnepen
CYIIECTBUTEIbHBIM
greatness 1 SIBJISIETCS
€ro OmnpeesieHUEM,
cMm. I'C 16.

3 Hx nokazanus, Kak
U NOKA3AHUS HECKOAb-
Kux opyseli

VYkazaTenbHoe
CTOMMEHUE that
3aMelaeT paHee
YIIOTPEOJIEHHOE CY-
IIECTBUTEIbHOE
evidence, 4TOOBI W3-

MEC-

16

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00000000 000000000000 00000000000 00000000000 0000000000000

days of nouveaux riches, he was a
rare man of an old county family who
was able to make his own fortune
and to bring it back with him to
restore the fallen greatness of his
family?. Sir Charles, as is well known,
made large sums of money in South
Africa, and returned to England with
them. It is only two years since he
came to Baskerville Hall, and we all
know how large were his plans of
reconstruction. He had no children,
and he was generous to many people.

“The circumstances of the death
of Sir Charles have not become clear
at the inquest*. Sir Charles was sim-
ple in his tastes, and his servants at
Baskerville Hall were a married cou-
ple named Barrymore, the husband
was a butler and the wife a house-
keeper. Their evidence, like that of
several friends?®, showed that Sir
Charles’s health had for some time
been poor, especially the heart, and
he had attacks of nervous depression.

* ijnquest — kopoHepckoe gosHaHue (J0-

cydebnas npouedypa, npogodumas 6 Benu-
KOOGDUMAHUU 8 Cly4ae HACULbCMEEeHHOU UAU
6He3anHOll cmepmu)




